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Amanda HawkinsCross-dressing is Fun: But don’t tell the neighbors!
~

Cross-dressing is fun! That’s what she said, my amazing girlfriend

of these past two years, several months back when I fessed up and

told her about my unusual hobby—if you can call something a

hobby when you’ve been doing it for as long as you can remember

and you couldn’t stop doing it if you tried. Is anybody this addicted

to stamp collecting? Or building model airplanes? Still, ‘hobby’ is

a nice, safe way to describe it at first. Later on, you can drop it into

casual conversation that this is who you really are on the inside.

Don’t get me wrong. I was never one of those guys who thinks he’s

a girl in a male body. Nothing wrong with that of course, it’s just

that I always thought of myself as a guy who likes being a girl now

and then. Okay, really likes being a girl. Maybe more woman than

man when you get down to it, but, you know—a good mixture. The

best of both worlds. Most of the time I’m okay with being a guy.

Lucky for me, Kaylee saw things the same way. She liked me as a

guy—even though I’m kinda small and she’s a bit taller than me—

and when I cross-dress she started treating me like just another one

of her girlfriends. Which was a pretty sweet deal for me, when you

think about it. We’ve even got this unspoken rule between us that

Curtis and Cassie are two different people.

Anyway, with her help I got a lot better at turning myself into cute

little Cassandra with her gorgeous blonde hair. My own hair was

longish for a guy when we met and since Kaylee liked it that way

I’ve been letting it grow. I’ve lost weight too, and a few months ago

I started shaving my arms and legs. We worked on my voice quite a

bit, and now it’s pretty easy for me to pass in public as a woman.

About a month ago I got downsized; IT workers are a dime a dozen

these days. I picked up some freelance work at home, but to save

money we decided to move in together. We’d been talking about it
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for awhile, so it wasn’t just cash flow issues. It seemed like the

right time. Sometime after that, she says to me, “Hey, this cross-

dressing thing is pretty fun, right? So why not take it to the next

level? See what happens?” I pretended to think about it, but what

self-respecting cross-dresser could resist an offer like that?

For my birthday Kaylee bought me a fairly expensive set of fusion

hair extensions, and after that I was a cute blonde 24/7. We had the

same group of friends and they all knew me as Cassie anyhow, and

they were all cool with it. Pretty progressive bunch.

Then one day Kaylee says, “Hey, Cassie, you know what else is

pretty fun? Bondage!” I wasn’t so sure, but she said it didn’t have

to be all leather and latex and arm binders; we could just get some

rope and take turns tieing each other up. It’d be fun!

Over the next few weeks our knot-tying skills improved and we

figured out how to loop the rope around our wrists and legs to

make it darn near impossible to get free. Kaylee really got into it,

making it her personal mission to tie me up so thoroughly that I’d

never be able to get free on my own. Then it got to the point where

I hardly ever got to practice on her; she’d just tie me up for half an

hour or so each evening and that’d be it.

On this particular Friday we got home after drinks with the girls,

with me in full secretary mode: classic white silk blouse with long

sleeves, black pencil skirt, black pumps with a stiletto heel, and

my hair styled in long curly waves. I looked like an actress in a

vintage movie from the Fifties.

Kaylee tied me up with ropes looped around my knees, ankles and

forearms, and another around my torso to bind my elbows behind

my back. I worked at the knots for awhile, like I’m supposed to,

while Kaylee watched from across the room, nursing a tall glass of

Riesling. She doesn’t want me to get free by myself, of course, but

she gets off on watching me struggle. Go figure.

Just as I was about to give up, a knock came at the door. I started

to panic, but Kaylee gave me an airy wave on her way to answer it.

I didn’t have a direct view, but the voices told me it was two guys

who lived down the hall. They were a few years older than us; one

worked in advertising, the other in marketing. They’d moved in

about three months before and knew me only as Cassie.

By the sound of it, they’d been drinking. “Heyyyy, Kaylee,” one

of them slurred. “We heard you gals boppin’ around in here.

How’d ya like ta have a drink with a couple’a smooth operators?”

“We just got promoted,” the other one said.

“Good for you,” Kaylee said. I heard a giggle. “C’mon in.”

A moment later they were both standing in the living room, staring

at me. “How d’ya like that,” one said, “the gals are kinky!”

“I likes it fine,” the other said. “Heyyy, Kaylee, how’d ya like to

join your friend? If there’s one thing sexier than a tied-up girl, it’s

two tied-up girls!”

Kaylee eyed me through lowered lids. Then her lips twisted into a

sly smile. “Sure, why not?” She gulped the rest of her wine.

Several minutes later we were both writhing on the floor; mouths

gagged, arms tied, legs bound together. I tried to glare at her, but

she ignored me and eyed the guys, who were helping themselves

to the case of beer they’d brought.

Marketing said, “Ya think they’re a couple? Lipstick lesbians?”

Advertising shook his head. “Nah. Kaylee’s a regular gal. Has a

boyfriend and everything, although he ain’t been around in a few

months. Maybe they broke up.”

“I like the blonde.” Marketing came over and squatted next to me,

trailing his thick fingers through my hair. I tried to pull away but

couldn’t go far before Kaylee reacted and pushed back.
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“I think she and I could have some fun,” he said. “What’d you say

her name was again?”

“That’s Cassie. I hear she’s crashing here between jobs.”

Marketing grinned. “I got a job she’d like. Whaddya say, babe?

Feel up to a quick interview? Ya never know, right?”

While I was in shock, Kaylee scrunched around and tapped me on

the hip with one hand. The man’s eyes widened. “Likes it back-

door, does she?” Kaylee nodded eagerly, then gestured with her

head towards my bedroom.

Marketing didn’t waste any time. He picked me up and carried me

into my room, closing the door with his foot. Gingerly, he set me

on the bed. I rolled away from him, onto my side.

The bed bounced as he sat down. I felt his hand on my hip. “You

sure are pretty,” he said. Then he stretched out behind me. I felt his

breath on the back of my head; the scent of alcohol drifted past.

He stroked my arm. “Sure wish I was as pretty as you.” His voice

was soft, almost lost in itself.

I squeezed my eyes shut, then blinked. Did I hear that right?

“I never dressed up,” he sighed. “Not much point. ‘Course, it’d be

a different story if I was nice and small, like you.” He sighed and

gathered my hair into a tail, then placed it across my shoulder. His

fingers fumbled with the clasp of the ball Kaylee had gagged me

with. “Don’t yell or nothin’, okay? I ain’t gonna hurt ya.” The ball

popped out and he tossed it aside.

I licked my lips and swallowed. “Thanks.”

“S’okay. My name’s Darby, by the way. It’s more of a girl’s name

these days, but whatever.” His fingers trailed down my arm and

briefly tested the knots that bound my wrists.

I tried to see what he was doing, but the room was dark and he was

a shadow. “Did you mean that? What you said?”

“Hard to believe, huh? Big goof like me.” He chuckled. “Bein’ a

guy is harder than you think, babe. It’s complicated.” He sighed.

“But I know what yer thinkin’. All the crap women have to put up

with—I know about that. I got two sisters. It’s tough.” His hand

found mine. “But it’s no picnic for me either, seein’ girls like you

walk by… heels clickin’, skirts tight around your knees, long hair

flowing in the breeze, and knowin’ that—” His voice caught.

Silence. “Uh… Darby? You okay back there?”

A loud sniffle. “Oh yeah. Right as rain. Nothin’ to complain about.

I got a good job, a new Xbox. Come from a good family.”

“I hate to ask, but I’m a bit concerned about Kaylee. Is she, like…

safe? Out there with your buddy?”

“Terrance? Don’t worry ‘bout him. Keep it under your hat, but the

guy’s as gay as they get.” He stifled a laugh. “I saw his browser

history once. Rope and leather and furry handcuffs, all of it on

dudes. Safe as houses, she is. ‘Course, it might be different if your

gal pal was only pretendin’ to be a woman. Ha! As if, right?”

“Sounds like he’s pretty deep in the closet.”

“So deep you’ll never find him. Funny, ain’t it? Him and me go

way back to the old ‘hood, and here we are sharing an apartment,

and neither of us knows what’s goin’ on inside the other.”

I bit my lip. “So are you, uh… like him?”

“Me? Nah. I like women. Heck, I like ‘em so much I wouldn’t

mind bein’ one now and then. Or pretty often.” His breath blew

out. “Terrance don’t know about that, and he thinks I don’t know

about his little kink. That’s the thing about guys,” he added. “We

keep this stuff close to the vest, like in stud poker. You’re lucky,

uhm—Cassie is it? You gals get to dish with your girlfriends, heart

to heart. Men don’t do that. We can’t.”

“Maybe you should.”
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He shook his head. “Easier said than done.” Hesitantly, he touched

my hair. “Listen, I ain’t gonna take advantage of you or anything

like that, but… my buddy is out there. He’s expecting to hear us,

ya know—mess around? So I kinda have to put on a bit of a show,

just so he don’t get suspicious.”

I swallowed hard. “What’d you have in mind?”

“Nothin’ weird. I’ll just rub one out while rollin’ around on the

bed. Heh. Won’t take a minute. But if you could maybe throw in a

few moans yourself while I’m doin’ that…?”

I rolled my eyes. Sure, nothing weird about that.

He rolled onto his back. “Guys gotta keep up appearances,” he

said. “Otherwise our buddies might—”

“I get it! Heaven forbid, they might think you’re gay.” I shook my

head. “The gay man you live with might think you’re gay if you

don’t make a big show of ‘doing’ a girl while she’s tied up.”

“Hey, that’s right—you ‘get’ me! That’s pretty cool. I never met a

woman before who understands this stuff.”

“Yeah, there’s a reason.” I took a moment to think… and a curious

sense of mischief stole over me—like I was standing on the edge

of a cliff with nothing between me and the abyss. Why—the hell

—not? A chance like this might never come again.

I rolled onto my back. “Hey. Darby.”

He grunted. “Gimme a minute, ‘kay? I just got going.”

“Hold up. I have a better idea. How about we give the two of them

out there a show they’ll never forget?”

He stopped moving. “Whaddya mean?”

I shifted into my impression of a blonde seductress. “Untie me, sir,

and I shall lift my skirt for you. I’ll let ya ‘do’ me for real.”

“Are you serious? Wow, you’re the coolest chick ever!”

“I am that,” I murmured, as Darby went to work on the ropes that

bound my legs. I turned around so he could untie my arms.

Then he kissed me. It wasn’t bad. He tasted like beer and his skin

was scratchy, but otherwise not that different from messing around

with a girl. The main difference was size; he was quite a bit bigger

than me and his arms wrapped all the way around my back.

By the time we broke for air I was feeling mischievous again. “Ya

know what’d be fun? You could pretend like I was a guy dressed

up like a girl. Your buddy’s gay, right? Let’s make him jealous.”

“Yeah, he’d be all over that.” His hands stroked the hair tumbling

down my back. “How should we play it?”

I pursed my lips. “Well… you could say out loud, ‘Hey, you’re a

guy!’ And then something like, ‘What the hell, I’m gonna do ya.’

Then you bend me over the bed and take me from behind. After

that we can just wing it.”

His eyes widened. “So ya do like it back-door?”

I nodded. My arms encircled his neck and I shook back my hair.

“Come on, Darby,” I said seductively, “it’ll be fun.”

“I’m in.” He kissed me again, then said loudly, “Holy cow, you’re

a guy?” He paused, winked broadly, then added, “Ya know what?

I’m gonna do ya anyway!”

I gave him a fierce grin. “Go for it.” I fumbled in my bedside table

and handed him a condom and some lube. Then I lifted my skirt

and lay face-down on the bed, my legs dangling. I heard Darby

fumbling with his pants. A zipper unzipped.

I knew then—thrill mixing with fear—that I was past the point of

no return. I reached back and gently turned down the waistband of

my panties, careful to reveal the delicate curve of my derrière and

nothing more.

He drew a shaky breath. “Oh man, I never done this before.”



5

“That makes two of us.”

His fingers spread the cheeks that never blushed. I gripped the

blanket in sudden terror, but of course it was too late. “I’m comin’

in, dude,” he said loudly, presumably for Terrance’s benefit.

Suddenly, I was pinned to the bed—stuck fast like an insect in a

trophy case. He slipped in with surprising ease, then out, then back

in—further in. I grunted in surprise.

“Oh yeah—that’s tight,” Darby wheezed, whether for Terrance’s

benefit or his own, I wasn’t sure. Then he set to work.

I didn’t have to fake the moans that erupted from my mouth; they

were all too real. I’d never felt anything remotely like this before,

and it put me in touch with aspects of myself I never knew existed.

I’d taken a lot of pride, these past few months, in making myself

appear as feminine as possible, but sprawled there on the bed, with

my body writhing in the grip of what could only be described as

female passion, I realized that in spite of the long hair, pretty face

and legs that could rock a skirt better than most girls, I had never

quite managed to fully become a woman. Until now.

Darby finished with a bang, plunging himself as deeply inside as

he could, followed by a drawn-out wail that overwrote my own.

Touchingly, after withdrawing, he fetched a tissue for me.

“I gotta go,” he said, zipping up. “But, ya know… thank you. For

everything.” His touch on my arm felt awkward.

Gingerly, I wiped the affected area, then pulled up my panties and

smoothed my skirt. I took a deep breath, ran fingers through my

hair and marched back into the living room.

The boys were gone. Kaylee was still tied up. She stared at me, her

eyes wide. I giggled like a schoolgirl and untied her.

“Are you alright?” she said, once the gag was gone. “I heard what

that man said. Did he…? You know, against your will?”

“He did indeed,” I told her. “But against my will? Mmm, I’d say it

was more of a mutual thing. He wanted to put on a good show for

his buddy and I let him.”

“Ohmygod, what’re you saying? Curtis? You actually let that man

put his… thing? Inside you?”

“It’s Cassandra,” I said, standing up. “Or Cassie. Gawd, Kaylee,

you should know that by now. It was your bright idea in the first

place to turn me into a woman.”

“Yeah, one who likes girls, like me. Not what you jus—”

“What, you never heard of bisexual?”

Kaylee struggled to her feet and marched into the kitchen, not

looking at me. I followed. She rooted through the fridge, opened a

bottle of Sanpellegrino and took a swig. Then she slid the bottle

across the counter. “You need this more than I do.”

I murmured my thanks and took a sip. “But I didn’t do him that

way, ya know.” She just shrugged.

I sighed. “No one likes being judged, Kay, so just park it. You sure

as hell helped put me in there. But,” I added, “I’m not blaming you

or anyone. I did the deed willingly. Heck, it was bound to happen

sooner or later. I like being a woman.”

She glared at me and opened another bottle: hard lemonade.

Coolly, I met her gaze. “You know what I learned? I learned that

between the four of us, I’m the normal one. That’s right, the guy in

the cute skirt. For the rest of you—one likes tieing me up, one

wants to cross-dress but can’t because he feels too big and ugly,

and one is big into gay bondage but is so deep in the closet he’s

probably running out of air.

“Me, I’m just a guy who turned out to be more of a girl than either

of us thought. You were right about what you said, a few months

back, Kaylee. Cross-dressing really is fun.”  �


